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New ond Revived Edition 


TENERIFE AND ITS SIX SATELLITES ; 
Or, The Canary islends, Past and Present, 
By OLTVia M. STONE, 

Author of “ Norway in Jane” 

Gpap ete tn 1 vot browghke down to date, with all 
the Original Meps aed Illustrations, New Matter, 
04 a@éitionsl Diustrations, Price ibs 

It te not a question of dierunsing pasos reading 
‘ Tenerife and ite Six hate!iites. . y feel as 
we Glow ber thet the journey is ind oa ter agn 
the Fortunate Ieies Practica: Information is given 
Mroaghout the a upon a!l matters of daily 
We have recetved good 





teterest to tre veller 

enterisinme Pete Mate Gaeerre 

MAR‘ v6 Wane & ©O., Le., London, Relfast, 
i New w Ye . Se 





THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 


Accumulated Pund, ‘7 Millions Sig. 


FOR PROTECTION 
LNINLSIANI ? 





DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
Branches & ous tn /ndia & the Gotuke 


\SNOW>WHITE BLEACH 


BELFAST 








|HOUSE- KEEPERS’ ren 


HANDEKER HIEPS.—Ledies Hem Awe 
lid., Be Sd, Be. 04, 


Cambric, 2: 
. 5 = doa 
’ mn Herder, és 


Gentiem: n’s 
64 , Os. 6d , Gs. 4,, 


ae =e on 
DAMASK TABLE CLOTHS, assorted 
Pattern:, 66 in. square 


7 
RISH 


Bs Syd. each 
DITTO NAPKING, 9. Hid} 
4 


per dor 
DOU BL)! DAMASK TABLE) 
(LOTUS, 3 yards long 


lds. 6d. each 
ft by | TABLE NAPKING, 
to match, 12s. 64. per doz 
LI‘ EN CHAMBER 
TOW ELA, &, 7h4. pe 


dos 
FAS in wide LINEN SH ERT 
ING &. 44 pr yard | 
ROLLER TOW ELLING., 3}. per yard 
riers Ser of Biurtes Pare All Tx | 
« nteed Pure Linen. Carriege Paid m U.K. 


ROBERTSON, LESLIZ, FERGUSON & Co.,L4., 
BANK BUILDINGS, BELFAST. 








NUDA VERITAS HAIR RESTORER. 


What will Restore the HAIR OF YOUTH? 
Nuda Veritas—Naked Truth. 


Por 2 years it hes 

























restore “y 
hair cither in youth 
Or age 

It errests falling, 
eeuees luxuriant 
growth. is permanent, 
and perfectly harm 
leva 


Te Cases, Or, 64.; of 
el Hairdreeers and 
Chemivts, Circulars on 


Wholes le Agents: R. HOVENDEN & SONS, 
5) and 82. BRerners &., W.; & 01-95. City Road, B.C. 
hed hen the Deafness ary 

oariet Fever, 
Seasion Catarrh me ‘the 
use of the 1) Wistikye 


SOUND DISC, 
oe to the “+ and 
may be —- onthe with- 








CHOCOLAT’ 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 


AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Daity Consumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 

















LOHSE’S © 
(MAIGLOCKCHEN) 


LILY 


OF THE 


_ VALLEY 
PERFUME 


is the most fashionable of 
sold by all CiSe etenctottomenee 
GUSTAV LOHSE, BERLI 







MAPPIN & WEBB'S 
ELECTRO PLATE. 















COWES, LONDON, EDINBURCH, PARIS, 








out gemova Sold only by 
H. A. WALES 
1% Urren Woscanx besen, 





avieTocs Sevaae, W 












coLT’S 

DOUBLE-ACTION 

ARMY REVOLVER, 
Department. 


sseupplied to H.M. War 
REVOLVER, dopted by the United 
ase a 
States Goverament. 
ours “FRONTIER” a —— a — le 
7 Magazine e Cartrioge, °44 en 
“The most noted firm of Ladies’ Tailors cours HOUSE REVOLVER, POCKET REVOLVER, 
in the World, and, be it said, the most | #4 DERINGER, for the Vest Lope poh mv 


. all over the worl. 
wiginal.’’ —V ide Press. 


REDFERN, 


LADIES’ TAILOR, 







. Con's Kevolvers are used eens 
COLTS DOURLE-BARRELLED SHOT and 
LIGHTNING MAGAZINE RIFLES, for india ani 
the ( o1onies. Yrice List free 

OLT'S FIREARMS Co..\4, Pall Mall -Londoa 5. W. 





NEW YORK. 


TIME triesall THINGS ouign Dit 

COCKS’ kz ul 
READING | 

» tttiee” SAUCE 


te the Public in | 
celebrates its | 








First intreduced to 

i768. It this 

Tor 100 Years it bas been the 
BEST FISE SAUCE. 


The Genuine is Protected by Trade 
a, vis. Omsanes Cocas’ figna- 


— | MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


HOLLOW 
GROUND 














Poet Pree from 
158, Oxford Street, W., 
sod 18, a RG., 
Lesden, or from the Bey oe — 


SHEFFIEL 


Of all Chemists at 1s. 1id4. 


Or for 16 Stamps from Rieck Hand 


In a= Apu me, 
lvory Handle ositiies 
Far superior to alt nes 
made Kazors. 





Soden Mizeral Produce Compsay, Limited, 


2. BRYAD &T, CHERAPSIDE, BX = RAZORS. 


COLLINSON & LOCK’S 
INEXPENSIVE BED-ROOM FURNITURE, 


Well and Substantially made, and Ornamented in a 
Simple and Effective Manner. 
30 NEW AND COMPLETELY FURNISHED BED-ROOMS ON VIEW, 


IN EVERY DEGREE OF COST. 





A 





bay i spr & @ROSSMITH's 


WHITE CLOVER.” 


TER FAVOURITE SCENT OF TEE Szasoy, 
%, Gd. of Chemists, Pesqaes, Cleves, o dna, 


port 
®, SILK STREET, CITY, Lownow. 


BOURNEMOUTH 
ROYAL BATH HOTEL. 


Patronised by H.R H. Prince of Wales. Growns 
five acres, with 1000 feet sea tage. Due sour 
Oxy Horaton“ EastCiiff.” Fixed Doterntetn 2 


st. LEON ARDS-ON-SEA AND 


o68.— THER SUSSEX HOTEL. 

First Ciass Family Hotel. Sheltered penttion oa 
Marina. Every home comfort. — liberds, 
Special Beading terms, Apply, M 
Ma. Ses = 


OXFORD.-MITRE HOTEL 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMICAL 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDoy. 


LADY writes from ALEX. 
ANDRIA to « FRIEND in ENGLAND -— 
“I painted a very old Iron Cot with some of 


ASPINALL'S ENAMEL 


(pale biue), and it looke perfectly lovely, 

with ribbon and lece to match. I have also 

nted « Bath and Can same colour for 

the baby! This * ASPINALL’ is really 
invaluable! 

















The Public are WARNED AGAINST BUYING 
CHEAP PAINTS that Stores and 6h CALL 
ENAMEL. Do not be satisfied with ~~ ing but 
the GENUINE “ASPINALL,” whose Nome ani 
Medals are stamped on every 





SOLD EVERYWHERE. 
Or in Tins. post free, 7d., Is. 64., and Se. 
For Baths, Is. 94, and 3s. 64,, from 
ASPINALL’S ENAMEL WORKS, 
NEW CROSS, LONDON, S8.E. 


Cowtaactons to H.M. Govensaent. 


n SAVE ' TEE TEETH, USE DAILY 


THOMPSON & CAPPER’S 








Reautifies and Preserves the Teeth. 
Imparts a Sweet Fragrance to the HKreath 


foun st ate Cuemisrs. 

BEWARE OF INJURIOUS IMITATIONS 
THOMPSON & § 65, Bold Street, Liverps:! 
CAPPER, 61, Piccadilly, Mcncheste 
ESTABLISHED 1843. 








TRADE aARK 


POWELL’S 
BALSAM 


ANISEED. 


For COUGHS, ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. é& 
old by Chemists throughout the world. No fami 





should be without it Paris, Neral, Robder% 
Hoge; Pharmace Delsera; Genet 
Baker; Kotterdam, Santen Kolff. Di ishe: 


over 50 years. Prepsred ouly by 
THOMAS POWELL, Blackfriars Read, Lenda 


LIQUEUR OF THE 


Ge. CHARTREUSE 





This delicious which bt 

lateiy come so much tate public (vee 

on aecount of its wonderful proper’ 

of aiding Digestion and preventi: Pyspep ba. 
now be hed of al the — and Spit 
Me chants throughout Kingiom, — atace 


than formeriy. sole Consign 
hed Friars, London Laat 


side et less price 
w OY LE», 35. Orute 


DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA 


For ACIDITY of ras STOMACH, HEARTSUSS 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION. 








76 to 80, OXFORD STREET, W. 


180, BOND STREET, and all Chemists. 





DENTIFRIGE WATER. 


In Ie. 64, 2s. 64, 48, G4., and 8s. Gd. bottle | 
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Goulding oit-dosted like wild forest things, 

In of the scant prey such prowling 
To lowly jackal-duty. (brings 

I followed painted faces writhed with mirth 

To homes compared with which the fox’s earth 
Is refuge sweet and cleanly. 

I watched the way of sin, and saw the wage 

Wherewith the sordid spectre of the age 
Rewards its dupes so leanly. 


Closed doors and lights extinct hid not from me 


Decempsr 21, 1889.) 








UNTILED; OR. THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


“ Trés volontiers,” repartit le démon. “ Vous aimez les tableaux changeans : je veux vous contenter.” 
Le Diable Boiteur. 


XIV. 
(Part Secorp.) 
** AmusEMENT,” said the Sha- 
dow, ‘‘is a lure 
‘That subtly snares and saps 
the sage and pure.’ 


= The horrors of the garish haunts of glee, 
aig eg ne Whege Petre name nd rae 
worldly wit, rey —_ ca + fea ef Buffer? 
i g’s 

—_ 7 by morality in a cold And Folly’s frenzied dances. _—[song, 

Or virtue in a panic. ** Enough!” a The Shadow strangely 
” smiled : 

Perhaps. The preacher “ The raiser of Life’s curtain is reviled 


perched above the throng, 
Like the bland singer of ideal 


fdue: 


y even Pity 
Reproves, and doubts, Amusement is man’s 





song, ror 
_Is yacuously moral, ; Ay, — purged ay al foul taint whose | 
V a arenes, knowing The purlieus of the City!" 





Of facts that round him like 
a maélstrom roar 
Than childhood with its 
coral, 





CHRISTMAS AS IT IS TO BE IN 
CHESTER WORKHOUSE. 
(Dedicated, without Respect, to the Magistrates of 
a County of Cheeseparers. ) 

Tue h paupers were assembled oady 





** But so Amusement’s eager devotees 
| Miss half its meaning; zealots on their knees 
Before the common Dagon 


' Red-lipped and ashen-cheeked, to-night must 
in 
| Tired limbs = dances lewd, and smirk, and 


joys, And I saw beaten boxers, bruised and sore, 
b The honest mirth of blameless girls and boys, | A w waiter, i y a boor, been pat Py ee hte 5 A my tion to 
The ease of cultured leisure yeing the clock-face eagerly ; the rule. These knives and forks are not to 


Have little care to glance behind the shrine. 


| Who thinks to test the dregs of the bright 


| “> sleek Respectability. 





wine 
Which flames in Pleasure’s flagon ?” 


“ . pe : should purchase knives and forks for the use 
But you, you wish to see beneath the mask. | Her victim lying yonder (fooled ! the i « 
The inner world of those who seem to bask | Blent blandishment and mockery have be- oh [a of » AT | So ces 


In sunny public favour 
Is a strange spectacle. Behold yon churl 
Scolding, yet leering, at that trembling girl, | 
The scene hath an ill savour. 


** Light-footed as light-hearted steps she| spread by the a rance of a h in 
*‘ Beringed, broad-neck’d like a puff-adder, he, | . forth, lis roth e ‘Macslesfte Courier, headed, ‘A Dis- 
A bullying satyr ; scarcely nymph-like she ; | Silk-shrouded, jewelled, wrapped in furs of grecefal A t in Chester Work- 
_ _. Unas are not too numerous, : Into a ed carriage. [taph, | house,” in which a meeting of the Chester 
Nor lion guardians, here. Poor and yet pure ? | ‘ Dead,—oh, donkey!’ That’s her epi-| Board of Guardians had been chronicled. In 


Lone, rs too proud to be a pander’s lure ? 
he notion is too humorous, 


**So she 7 think, that other prosperous 
me 
Whom fame and wealth make callous now to 


shame. - 

Soft rugs, and the loud rattle 
Of hands a usive make amends for much. 
It is so to shun the smirching touch 

In life’s thick-fuming battle. 


‘Poverty that would keep untarnished plumes 


But cannot j ,Sveesering wealth, drunken | Its a face is bright, with scarce a} 0 the ex t paupers waited for their 
with fumes ot food it for theirs at Zoologi 
Of flattery, that cares not To prove the foul infection Gardens! There on a ob = — 


For pinions soiled, both meet us here, No 
more 
This region charity loves not to explore, 
And cynic malice dares not. 
‘* But pretty faces flushing o’er the wine 
That wanton wealth pours out at beauty’s 
shrine, 
With readiness so sinister, 
Or wearied limbs in garrets lone dispread, 
Or wandering spectres flushed unholy red, 
These are strange things to minister 


Youth’s frank 





| And recreation of tired sons of toil, 


All good! 
make spoil 
Of souls, the wrecks of Pleasure ? 
** Yon smooth-faced boy is dying, drugged to 
death 


But must Amusement’s trade 


By dissipation’s ilential breath. | 


e girl who bends above him, 


oor 


sing. 
Her misery is—to love him. 


| ** And she, the siren with the face as soft 


As her hearts hard, and her eyes cold, how oft 


dupe, to dream such harpies could be 
schooled 
By service to grow fonder ! 


Set ’twixt a shallow sigh and crackling laugh. 
She hopes for a ‘ swell’ marriage. 


** That—or, 4 foiled by fate or some odd 
uke, 
Ducats sometimes are better than a duke, 
* Yes, when the duke’s a duffer! ’ 


You hear her hissing mot to her home slave, 
The pale-faced mother who her wrath must 


brave, 
And her coarse chidings suffer ! 
** Amusement is—amusing, is it not ? 


That lurks within. The world might show 
disgust, — 3 
Were all its tyranny, its greed, its lust, 
Bared to minute inspection. 
“*There’s a sa mangled, maimed boy- 
acrobat. 
Little conceived the careless crowds who sat 


With half- voluptuous thrillings 
Of terror, as mid-air he twirled and tost, 


What, when the tale was summed, it really 


cost . . . . 
To gather in their shillings.” 


Trim-vestured girls, with trembling Eats, 


who stood (f 
Tending proud dames; pale lads on zestless 
eeding at midnight meagrely. 
And wan-faced waifs, ill-clad and furtive- 
a eyed, {pomp and pride 
Writhing through scented throngs where 
Wait upon wealth and beauty, 








to tear their food to pieces in the o 

fashion sanctioned by precedent. ere had 

been a rumour ‘hat a clerical innovator had 
that the Guardians of the Poor 


known that the love of economy amongst the 
Members of the Board outweighed sentimental 
considerations, Possibly this report had been 


the pages of the popular provincial print in 
question it had been related how the iy 
had to tear the meat to pieces wi their 
fingers and teeth; how the Clerk had said 
that, after witnessing the » le last year, 
he had gone away di ; and lastly, how 
a farmer had dec that he often enjoyed 
his meals without any knife and fork—with 
the apparent result that a com ise was 
accepted. But that was only what a news- 
paper had printed, and who shall estimate 
the accuracy of the Press? 


the succulent fare that has made the Unions 
of Old England the admiration of the civilised 
world. e hungry inmates prepared to dig 
their fingers into the meat as per , when 
an authoritative voice bade them restrain 
their impatience until knives and forks had 
been to every inmate! Astonishment 
reigned supreme. So a distinction was at 
length to be drawn (on Christmas Day) 
between human beings and beasts of prey ! 
Who would have thought it P 


“No,” replied an official, when the 


be retained, but are to be returned immedi- 
ately. By a vote of thirteen to ten it was 
decided by the Chester Board of Guardians to 
hire them for the occasion !” 





=—=— 


SHAKSPFARE ON GAS STRIKE, 
“ Put out the light—and then——”’ >—Othello, 
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Taxes and Rates were rising fast, | In ill-built Schools he saw the blight “* Beware the Public ’s awfal wrath, : 
As through a burdened City passed Of sewer-gas slaying left and right, At what lies crushed in ne mad path!” 
A man who bore, with clenchéd thumb, The Jerry-Builder spectral shone, This, the Rate-payer’s appeal 

| A Standard, with the legend rum, But still he yelled in strident tone— A voice repliei, with brazen squeal, 

Excelsior ! Excelsior ! Excelsior |, 

| His brows were black ; his eyes beneath “ Try not that path,” the Old Sage said, His finish doth not yet a 

| Through “ gig-lamps” flashed, like sword| ‘‘ Dark lowers the tempest o’er your head pe oa thet ery the Public hear 

from sheath, Of public anger far an wide.” Punch fancies it will soon be found, 

| And like a fearsome fog-horn rung | And loud that clarion voice replied, They kick at ‘Ten Pence in the Pound.” 
The sound of that too well-known tongue, | Excelsior ! Excelsior !) 

| = po . p : 0 stay!” the Maiden said ; ~ do rest ! 

e true significance of that soun | London is w of yoar quest. 

| Was simply *‘Ten Pence in the Pound!” | You've dem 4 thet Standard far too | Tae Hearn or Lowpon.—The approach 
And all too well the listeners knew igh!” | of “ Russian Influenza” is dreaded, but Lon- 
It meant fresh turn of the Rate-screw : He answered, with a winking eye, | doners are still more *) ao as to the 

Excelsior !) Excelsior ! effects of the Gas-strike Fever. 
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THE DUKE’S LESSON. oo ———— 


Little Economic Tragi-Comedy (with a moral) now in 
process of active Rehearsal, 


ACT I. 


Interior of a Study in a West-end Ducal Mansion after 
breakfast during the progress of a recent noted 
struggle between Capital and Labour. Enter a Phi- 
lanthropic Duke and his Private Secretary. 

Philanthropic Duke (after giving directions for the dis- 
posal of his daily corr Wy on ee 
= ti ——— for these labourers on strike. 

aie ~ etary. Your Grace oar — y reat 

e to see pape ey on a list where it mi 
be supposed to countenance insubordination of the 
marses ¢ 

Philanthropic Duke. Ah, no; there you mistake the 
whole subject. My exalted position does not blind me 
to the necessities and rights of my fellow men. Capital 


ean be a great tyrant, and Labour can only contend 
against it with the weapon of combination. 

















Private Secretary. But is your Grace sure, in the 
present instance, Labour has a practical -rievance to 
complain of ? 


Phiianthropic Duke. No, I confess I haye:. zone into 
the rights and wrongs of this particular question ; but, 
looking at the matter as a whole, I have a «rm con- 
viction that the movement of the masses to protec: their 
interests by combined action merits the su pr 
as well as moral, of all reasonable men. Send them a 
cheque for fifty pounds. 

Private Secretary. With your Grace’s name ? 

Philanthropic ke. Certainly. They are weleome We Bee 
to any influence in may bring them. Dh tT A 





Private Secretary. Very well, your Grace. 14 a 
[Writes cheque, and leaves Philanthropic Duke in \ ope 
f a state of complacent satisfaction that he at least wr 


} ‘* marching with the times” as the Curtain ‘hs: 


re ae) 
ACT II, balice 


Interior of the Drawing-room of a West-end Ducal 
Mansion during the arrival of ts invited to dinner. 
Bees of night-lights on the mantel-piece supply 
: : 








illumination to the room. Philanthropic Duke ree 
discovered standing on the rug with his back to a WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 
eee Sener He has kindly painted in the Sky of an Amateur Friend's Sea-piece. 
Philanthropic Duke (addressing guests). I am sorry to = indy aU & Me El sla 


give you such a dim and cold reception, but the last Distingwished Critic, ‘Tae Sea's CAPITAL, MY DEAR FELLOW; BUT THE 
ounce of petroleum has been used, and though we have| Sky ’s—weLL—AMATEURISH, YOU KNOW!” 
given three-and-sixpence a-piece for kerosene ; 
the Duchess tells me we have had at last to fall back]  Seere (referring to contents), Only an application for a subscription in 
upon these night-lights, 5 see, and I think we have support of the present Strike. 
arrived at our last box. When that is finished, we shall hilanthropic Duke (hysterically). What? Have they had the impudence——? 
have nothing before us but impenetrable darkness. _ Secretary. You see your Grace lent the influence of your name to su the 
’ into a gloomy reverie. | last movement, and as your Grace also expressed your conviction that the com- 
The Duchess (brightly). I am afraid I must ask you! bination of labourers to protect their interests, “‘ merited the support, practical, as 
all to put up with such a cold dinner as we have been | well as moral, of all reasonable men,” I thought, perhaps, that another cheque—— 
able to secure from the ham-and-beef shop round the) Philanthropic Duke (seizing it, and tearing it into a thousand bits). You 
corner—(murmurs),—owing to our inability to secure|4id? Well—that is how I subscribe to the struggle of Labour against Capital 
any further fuel for the kitchen fire. this time (scatters the fragments), at any rate. It may be that months of this 
[ Enter Servant, wt a coal-scuttle of broken bedroom | are before us, and that I am, even now, en ining my guests with the illa- 
Surniture, with which he replenishes the feeble| mination of my two last night-lights. Be it so. If I have had my lesson, 
, fame inthe grate. and it has been a sharp one, I am determined that it shall not have been 
Philanthropic Duke. The kitchen fuel exhausted ?| entirely in vain! You will find me no more “ marching with the times.” 
Surely it cannot be! (Addressing the Servant.) Have (Left facin the solution of the “‘ economic situation,” with a smile of gloomy 


you used up all the balusters | t hi tenance, as Curtain descends, 
Servant, We have, your Grace we 


Philanthropic Duke. And pulled up, and surrep- ; : 
tislonaly payee the wood pavement, as I directed, in} A Hint ro Reepers.—The German Reep’s Entertainment is now “ with 
front of the house, both ways, for twenty yards ? Verger clad.” The Verger has plenty of pretty music, and is well put on the 

Servant. Yes, your Grace ; until the police objected. | stage, but The Verger scarcely verges on the brilliant successes associated with 
We then utilised ised the dustbin, all the basement doors, | the Gallery of Tlustration, St. G ’s Hall. In the principal part Mr. Atrrep 
and managed to keep in up to juncheon with the nursery | Rexp is amusing, although the réle is not quite in his line. Miss Touty and 
toys, and a few of your Grace’s old ing-sticks, but/ Mrs, Arraur Law again are pleasing. Mr. Conwey Gnaty, who gives an 
we are now breaking up the spare-guest -chamber | account of how he took a house, is as genial and entertaining as ever, and takes 
furniture, and when that is done, we shall have to com-/| the House every night. As his fund of humour is limitless, it is safe to predict 
mence on the dining-room chairs, or the empty drawers | that the new song he announces for Boxing Day will be quite as welcome as any 





















































in the private bureau in your Grace’s study. ts predecessors, at least, so thinks Your Gatiery Revourmr. 
' ’ p . . xn ~~ 4. + ~~ —¥ -— tris eee 
hilanthropic Duke. ! The Postman, in un- ; 
lighted stree in set upon by gangs of marauding EPIGRAM ON THE EPIDEMIC. 
po (Enter with a Duke address- Strictly Confidential.—To H.1.M. The Emperor of Russta. “ All Europe 








ing him.) Well. Let us hear what it is? dreads your Russian Influence, Czar.” (Signed) Ross i Unser. 
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| 


| The Duke of Dillwater 


MR. PUNCH’S MORAL MUSIC-HALL ‘DRAMAS. 
No, 1.—THE LITTLE CROSSING-SWEEPER. 
DeamaTis PERson am. 
The Little Crossing-sweeper. By the unrivalled | ,,. 

Variety Artist , . ; , = Miss Jenny inns. 

, . ; . . Mr. Henry Iavine. 
Specially engaged; Mr. Punch is sure that he will cheerfully 
make some slight sacrifice for so good a cause, and he can easily 
a out and get back again between the Acts of the ‘Dead 

eart,”") 

A jMiicente . : , “aad _ RvtLaND V7 peta 
ingaged, at enormous expense, during the entire run of this piece.) 

A Butler (hia original part Mr. Agravr Crci. 


ca’ ¢ aoe 
Foot-passengers, Flunkeys, Burglars.—By the celebrated Knockabout 
| i dinnge T 


Quick roupe. 


| Scene 1.—eeterior of the Duke's Mansion in Euston Square by 





| [ They wroceed to unfold a scheme to break into t 





night. On the right, a realistic Moon (by kind permission of 
Professor Heakomer) t rising slowly behind a lamp-post. On 
left centre, a practicable pillar-boz, and crossing, with real mud. 
Slow Music, as Miss Jenny JivKS enters, in rags, with broom, 
Various Characters cross the street, post letters, Sc. ; Miss 
JinKS follows them, begging piteously for a copper, which is in- 
variably refused, whereupon she assails t with choice 
specimens of street sarcasm—which the Lady may be safely 
trusted to improvise for herself. 


— 





Miss leaning despondently against pillar-bor, on 


Jenny Jinks 
which a ray of lime-light falls in the opposite direction to 


the Moon). 
\b, this cruel London, so marble-’arted and vast, 
W here all who try to act honest are condemned to fast ' 
Enter two Burglars, cautiously. 
First B. (to Miss J. J.). We can put you up to a fake as will be 
worth your while, 
For you seem a sharp, ’andy lad, and just our style ! 
Ducal abode, and 
offer Miss J. a share of the spoil, if she will allow herself to be 
P through the pantry sciadlian 
iss J. J. (proudly). I tell yer I won't ’ave nothink to do with it, 
fur I ain’t been used 
To sneak into the house of a Dook to whom I ’aven’t been introdooced ! 
Second Burglar (coarsely). Stow that snivel, yer young himp, we 
don’t want none of that bosh ! 
Miss J. J. (with spirit). You’old your jaw—for, when you opens 
Pha mouth, there ain’t much o’ yer face left to wash ! 
[The Burglars retire, baffled, and muttering. Miss J. leans against 
_pillar-box again—but more irresolutely. 
l’ve arf a mind to run after ’em, I ‘aye, and tell em I’m game to 
standin! ... 
But, ah—didn’t my poor mother say as Burglary was a Sin / 
|\Duke crosses stage in a hurry; as he out his latch- 
key, a threepenny-bit falls unregarded, except by the little 
Sweeper, who pounces eagerly upon it. 
What's this? A bit o’ good luck at for a starvin’ orfin boy ! 
What a | I buy ? Iknow—I’ll have a cup of cawfy, and a prime 
saveloy ! 
Ah,—but it ain’t mine—and ‘ark . . . that music up in the air! 
sale [A harp is heard in the flies. 
Can it be mother a-playin’ on the ’arp, to warn her boy to beware ? 
(Awestruck), There’s a angel voice t is sayin’ plain (solemnly) 
“ Him as prigs what isn't his’n, 
Is sure to be copped some day—and then—his time he will do in 
prison ! 
_ Goes resolutely to the door, and knocks— The Duke throws open 
the portals, 





Miss J. lf yer please, Sir, was you aware as you’ve dropped a 


Geyeeer- P , 
The Du after examining the coin). ’Tis the very I have 
searched for everywhere! You rascal, you've stolen it ! 
Miss J. (bitterly). And that’s’ow a Dook rewards honesty in this 
world! { This line is sure of a round of applause. 
The Duke (calling off). Policeman, I give this lad in charge for a 
shameless attempt to rob Enter Policeman, 
Unless he confesses instantly who put him up to the job! 
Miss J. (earnestly). I’ve told yer the bloomin’ truth, 1 ’ave—or 
send I may die! 
I’m on’y a Crossing-sweeper, Sir, but I'd scorn to tell yer a lie! 
Give me a quarter of a hour—no more—just time to down 
pray, (me away. 
As I used to at mother’s knee long ago—then the Copper kin lead 

[ Kneels in lime-light. The Policeman turns away, and uses 

handkerchief violently ; the Duke rubs his eyes. 
The a. No, blow me if I can do it, for I feel my eyes are all 
twitching ! 
(With conviction). If he’s good enough to kneel by his mother’s side, 
he’s enough to be in my kitching! : 
[Duke dismisses ble, and, after disappearing into the 
Mansion for a moment, returns with a neat Page’s livery, 
which he presents to the little Crossing-sweeper. we 
Miss J. J. (naively). ’Ow much shall I ask for on this, Sir? 
What! Yer don’t mean to say they ’re for me ! 

Am I really to be a Page to one of England’s proud aristocra-cee ? 
[ Does some steps. 
Mechanical change to Scene 11.—State Apartment at the Duke's. 
Magnificent furniture, gilding, chandeliers. Swits of genuine 
old armour, Statuary (lent by British and Kensington Museums). 
Enter Miss J., with her face washed, and looking particularly plump 
in her Page's livery. She wanders about stage, making any 
humorous comments that may occur to her on the armour and 
statuary. She might also play tricks on the Butler, and kiss the 
maid:—all of which will serve to relieve the piece by delicate 

touches of comedy, and delight a discriminating audience. 


Enter the Dake. 


I hope, my lad, that we are making you comfortable here? ( Kindly. 
Miss J. J. Never was in such slap-up quarters in my life, Sir, 7’U 
stick to yer, no fear! 

(In the covrse of conversation the Duke learns with aristocratic 
_ , that the Page’s Mother was a Singer at the Music- 

alls, 
Miss J. J. ~ nat, don’t know what a Music-’all’s like? and you 

a Dook! W ou are a jolly old juggins! ’Ere, you sit down on 

this gilded cheer—that’s the ticket—I ’ll bring - your supoee 

and your cigar. ~ ant a light?’ (Strikes match on her pa -) 

Now you’re all «fortable! 

{ The Duke sits down, smilin: indvigently. out of her way, while she 
introduces her popular Vocal Character Sketch, of which space 
only permits us to give a few specimen verses, 

First the Champion Comic Steps upon the stage ; 

With his latest ‘‘ Grand Success.” Sure to be the rage! 
Sixty Pounds a week he Easily can earn ; 

Round the Music-Halls he goes, And does at each a ‘‘ turn.” 


Illustration, 


Undah the stors in a sweet shady dairl, ; 
I strolled with me awm round a deah little gairl, 
And whethaw I kissed har yaw ’d like me to tairl— 
Well, I’d rawthah you didn’t inquiah ! 
All golden her hair is, She’s Queen of the Fairies, And known by 
Sh the aane of ag) ay bee 
e’sa reguicr Venus, But what 
rawtnah you didn’t het perros 
Next the Lady Serio, Mincing as she walks ; 
If a note’s too high for her, She doesn’t sing—she talks, 
What she thinks about the men You’re pretty sure to learn, 
She always has a hit at them, Before she’s done her “ turn!” 
Illustration. 
You notty young men, ow! you notty young men! 
You tell Eman re toffs, end the real ies ren, 
But behind all your ears is the mark of a pen! 
So don’t you deceive us, you notty young men! 

Miss J. J. (concluding). And such, Sir, are these entertainments 
In which Mirth and Refinement go ’and-in-’and ' _ {erand, 
(As the Duke is expressing his appreciation of the elevating effect of 

—_ performances, the Butler rushes in, followed by two flurried 

ootmen. 
Butler. Pardon this interruption, my Lord, but I come to announce 


the fact 
That by armed house-breakers the pantry has just been attacked ! 


between us, I’d;very much 





— 
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Duke 
I know how to cefend my 
Miss J. (snatching swor 
With such a weapon I their 
You ’ll lend it, won’t 
[Shouts a 
Let flunkeys flee— 


repel them—each to his weapons look ! 
, although I am a Dook! is majestic 
one of the men in armour). of The Queen, she is so fine 
will settle ! and large,—and Mr. 

er, oid Britannia Metal ? Farquuak would look the 

firing without ; the Footmen hide under sofa. beau 10 ‘ 

though danger may encircle us, nobleman, if he 
uttons ain’t afeard of Burgulars! bear a strong 


which the B 


shot, upon which she 
The Bratee! they ’ve been 
[Dies in lime-light and gr 
under sofa and regard 
Sorm of the Little 
falls, covers reverently with 


t agony ; the Footmen come out from | relief to the piece. 





te 
to be| blance to a state 
piica Ballon acltcee, | Detlatpamans 
saved =, didn’t yer know ? _ being a nobleman, 


+ om sorid the Duke, as Curtain ightly Gennarino. 
table-c 











A NIGHT AT THE GARRICK. Agent. H. 
I’ve scarcely recovered from the effects. It’ illing. I speak | Scarpia ; 
of La Tosca. Y The mise-en-scene, as I have alocedy said, i — 








Two Sorts of Beere—Draught Porter, and a little Stout. 
to last is perfect. 


better, or half as well. Of course, he has been in training for it for 
some months past, and it was quite natural that the’ Profligate should 
at last develop into that a Y Y 


the magnetising, purring, and feline 


love passages, h as she is in love 


Brexe is well over the ram 
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Bonn, May 7, 1812. 


Robert Protwning. 


Drep, Decumprr 12, 188¥ 


* Ly mid-winter, in the silent songless snow-time, 


Scampia Scarpia. There 


Your jast song, all gallant g 

Flashed upon us—and while yet we 

Mr. Forses Ropertson has never done anything Low you lay in ounay Lard that you loved so, 
inger free ! 


Ragnd Sons you, though your song was oft mistaken, 


was onee upona timea Music-hall song, Nothing 1x2 4 —_ » scarce trim, was true. 
poms ce fey A ot Nought of sick erotic hot hysteri 
Fn euhiee . tale too a. One who never wooed the night, but loved the daytime, 
the make-up is rather too much of the : Never doubted dawn would break 
undisguised--villain-st leof melo-dra- Never dreamed delirious dim narcotic visions, 
ic colouring, and he is not suf- Never culled pale flowers of sin in Stygian meadows. 
: ste7 ood ie : ous be fe pitt ai 
is his best. t noonday, in the st men’ -time, 
It is mighty dfieal for those who mae Gave = ome to meee cbonr : 
coum Bara to § ky «Fn How you slaapy but net your Same; the pesid you wakened 
ge Mrs. Berrr’s ormance fair Will let ie, but ever 
“without prejudice.” She lacks meenhems - 





tone action of Sara; but, 
Mrs. Beere’s i 


her scene wi . | of having discovered this Gallery at 
pia will pro bly draw all London, | the newest as « picture exhibition, 
erha 


ht and build teli| London. It was) at 
ok g KF t and diligen 
inter in oills—or in aisles, as | t 


t 
: 
i 
ne 
é 


in ehurch—“ size” would | stocks, and deep-collared blue swallow 


oh tote , which is now called the Victoria, was 
titention of the ic =<e> pp Heom, end eughh to have boon kendwa co The 3 


in” until the play is| the title had not already existed. The exhibition ‘of humorous 


done, and Mrs. La Tosca Bezwnanpr- | Totesque works of Art assembled is a very good one. 








Mr. Water, as the ter Cav- Sir Frederick’s Latest. 
aradossi, is very gocd, but not suf- Bravo, bravissimo ! Sir Fuepgnicx Letonto 
s spooniness. P what Your on Spanish Art’s a very un 
You spoke of Moorish influence in Sp 
my idity. Well en *owould oil of zo aligns 
Wantre, as the fugitive Angelotti (all good names), To hear a on = this, thus, 
He short life and a merry one, disappearing It has a ‘* More-ish influence” on us. 
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SOCIAL 
His Lordship (vociferously, with the rest), ‘‘ Brava / 
(Aside to Footman.) 


INSINCERITIES. 


Eycors! BEavutirv.! 
Jus? SRE IF M¥ CARRIAGE 18 COME. 


Go on! 











I COULD LISTEN ALL NIGHT!” 
Look sHARP |” 








\ PLAGUE OF DARKNESS. 


So 


es plans of Power ’gainst Labour's 


rong, 
Reprisals fierce of banded Toil, 
The commonweal must not so wrong, 
Or make the commonwealth their spoil. 
Here is the moral : — 
| Not thus the squabblers must fight out their 
quarrel! 





“A pLacur o’ both your Houses!” 
The Public's tempted to exclaim, 
With victimised Mercutio, 
Scarce pausing to apportion blame 
Too nicely. 
When the heart’s hot "tis hard to reason 
wisely. For round the lists, like birds of prey, 
Hover the gaol-birds of our streets ; 


But Justice must, perforce, make pause, 
The raffian-brood that dreads the day 


Not leaning to this side or that, 
But weighing with clear glance the Cause. Dark’s chances with effusion greets. 
Hot temper never yet begat Lower its curtain, 
Cool fairness. And hap what hap, their gain at least is 
Punch would adjust the public scale with | certain. 


square ° 
. — | When honest men—though fools—fall out, 
A plague of darkness o’er the land | The rogues—though curs—will claim their 
Seems — in these dismal days ; own. 
Unwisdom, wrath, on either hand ; _ | The Public must not dwell in doubt ; 
And these who blame and those who praise) The Plague of Dark must not be thrown 
, Each party, O’er our Metropolis, 
Can ait on no agreement just and hearty, Whilst stubborn Unions fight with shrewd 
Passion is purblind, power is rash, Monopolies! 
And “* banded Unions persecute ;” 
When Capital and Labour clash | 
| 





Two Srpes To a Quesrion.— At the Munster 
Winter Assizes, before Mr. Justice Munrny, 
as reported in the Times, last Friday, the 
Foreman of the Jury in one case told his 
Lordship that they couldn’t , agree, but that 
they were eleven to one, that “ with 
that one juror they had used every possible 
argument.” Audi alteram partem: perhaps 
the twelfth juryman declares that ‘‘ he never 
saw eleven such obstinate pig-headed men in 
all his life.” But what were the arguments ?— 
shillelaghs ? 


lf sober equity sits mute 

: Tis pity ! 
Cimmerian darkness soon may shroud our 
City. 


| Dimness within and dark without ! 

| A pretty prospect for mankind ! 

| Must danger front us all, and doubt, 

| Because the few are fierce or blind ? 
Impunity 

Cannot be theirs, these foes of the community. 











ON THE WESTMINSTER PLAY-CROUND. 


Weare glad to see that the Westminster 
Authorities have turned over a new leaf in 
their playbook, and, wy Irish indus- 
try, have given us the Andria of TERENcr. 
It is a delightful work, admirable and im- 
mortal, TxReNce was a true Milesian, and 
flourished his shillelagh and pen at the time 
of the first institution of Donnybrook fair, 
where at that time shows of sorts were 
highly popular. His Andria, first called 

erry Andria, was founded on his own novel 
of Handy Andy. Terence was a Nationalist 
at heart, but being a piece-loving subject, he 
never mixed himself up with any domestic 

lots, but borrowed them all from abroad, 

Inder the name of Mappison1os Mortonos, 
he wrote Bétos «al Kétos, which, strange to say, 
has never yet been produced on the classic 
seanmes Lf sayy wer Of course — ee 
was played in the original Irish, the 
points were taken up and cheered to the echo. 
A more enjoyable evening than that spent at St. 
Peter’s College, Westminster, last Thursda 
it would be impossible to imagine. No false 
note, nothing to jar—not even the jar of whis- 
key. “ Hold pour jee, says I, “till I takea 
drink to the health of my ancestor, Mister 
TrERENcE, and more power to his elbow!” O 
mince-pilot, twas a fearful night. And the 
next morning !—No matter. Bother the three 
R’s, give me the three L’s—* L.L.L.” and 
plenty of it. That was the for me, who 
signed herself L. L. L.* Next year, if you 
please, Sir, 1’ll do the Westminster play 
again. Terence Mr, 
© Some mistake. Probably L. E. L.—Ep. 
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THE THREATENED PLAGUE OF DARKNESS. 


Brix Sixes (to Anrrvt Doperr), “ISAY, OLD PA ,-WHEN HONEST MEN FALLS OUT, ROGUES COMES BY 
WHAT AIN’T THEIR OWN. BLESS’D IF THEY AIN’T BEEN AND SETTLED IT!” 


Artrot Dopcrr (disgusted). “‘SETTLED BE BLOWED! I DID THINK AS WE SHOULD HA’ HAD A CHANCE!” 
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** Hy, cet ConFouND You, mMiInD My Har!” 














A SEASONABLE PITTY. 
By Stepniakney. 


A Monts ago I had a cold, 
And when my family | told, 
They all exclaimed, * “ rubbish !” 
all the solace that I 
Cunsisted in a treatment ot 
Hot-groggy, and hot-tubbish. 


My symptoms met with jeer and scoff ; 
They heard unmoved my plaintive cough, 
And told me, void of pity, 
Instead of staying warm at home, 
*T would do me far more good to roam 
As usual to the City. 


The self-same sym ome ie ne 
Are radiant wi e lurid 
Of the new epidemic, 
And now that Turnham urnham Green is ‘‘down,”’ 
They swathe me in my dressing-gown, 
And proffer potions chemick. 


Obedient to affection’s call, 
To depths of huskiness I fall, 
What though a native cold they j 
/hat though a native jeer, 
They treat with mix’d respect and fear 
A Russian Influenza. 


A while ago, without remorse, 
A slighter cold welds mean divorce 
A toro necnon n 
But the whole household now hangs round, 
Conciliated by the sound 
Of Russian Influenza. 


*T would hurt their feelings, should I say 
A word of out to-day ; 
So, free usiness trammels, 


To peaceful eye from cosy morn, A BALLAD OF THE THREE YEARS’ SYSTEM 
I will the study-doors adorn F 
With deanntestete mels. By Hans Suchspensbanger, 


Zhengh sweet these restful moments are, Look at the braw a, 
to come the light catarrh Stannin’ agains’ the 
ill sigh ‘ Che faro senz1 See till the wee bit rodent 
Those tender cares that lent a charm There where our shadows fa’ ; 
ba the aahies wild alarm ™ weed is as oe =e a tallat-glass, 
Lussian uenza ?’ eys are ebon and ivorie, 
The sconces shine like the beaten gowd ; 
Was never so braw a pianny. 


Fifteen shullin’ a month I paid, 
Three times over the months cam’ round ; 
Sans of summer have warmed ma hoosie, 


. Snaws of winter have hid the = ; 
SS P , Leaves in the autumn- -fog hang dripping, 


S Ur to Dare.”—The title of Lord Tey- 
Nyson ’s new poem, Demeter, was, of course, 
suggested by the Gas Strike, 





Eaves wi’ the chatter o’ birds resound. 
But, whether the day pt late or airly, 
| pe. s 4 mike month as the da round, 
s } 4 } e mairchant ca’d for his is fifteen shullin’, 
Ti teen shullin’—nearly a pound ! 
And ilka month a sair doot vexed me, 
An’ rived ma heart wi’ a dolefu’ pain 
Would I play the worth of my fifteen shullin’, 
| Ors what some day would be my ain ’ 
Weel, I compromised wi’ ma braw pianny 
And played it aiblins ence in a moon, 
_ An’ oh, but the music was caller hearin’ — 
Fifteen shullin’ a tune ! 


Now I lock it op and —— it daily, 
An’ I'll hand it down to posteritie, 
An’ Tl tie it up wi’ a strict injunction 
That nobody ever shall touch a key. 
For I pinchit sair, and I savit dourly 
To pay the siller as months cam’ round, 
An’ now I hae earnit the whole pianny 
Never again will I waste a sound, 





IN THE LAW COURTS. 
Draughting ought to be done in Chambers—not in Arrnoraiate Sone vor THE CukISTMAS 
Court. Wairts.—** Yule remember me! 
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“LITERA SCRIPTA.” 


Wooer. ‘‘On, Miss—on, Lavinta! may I NoT STILL HOPE!—OR Is YOUR CRUEL REJECTION OF MY SvuIT FINAL AND iRREVOC——" 


Spinster ( firmly). 
W ooer. 
I SHALL FEEL SAFER 


“‘ Yes, Mr. Browy, I SERIOUSLY DESIRE YOU WILL REGARD IT 380,’ 
“ THEN, Deak EST, MAY I asK You "—{ producing the materials from adjacent writing-table)—"' TO—aH—PUT IT ON Pa-PAR! 











STATESMEN AT HOME. 


DCXXXIX. Tae Ricut Honoveaste Artuurn WELLESLEY 
Peet, M.P., at Speaker's Court. 


AN equipage belonging to the commodious and well-appointed 
line of the London d Car Co. lands you at the bottom of 
Parliament Street on your way to the Palace of Westminster, of 
which Speaker’s Court occupies a favoured gue. The insular 
prejudice of the conductor declines to accept the French penny you 
— offer him, and the little controversy that arises affords you 
rtunity of endeavouring to attract the attention of the courteous 
pe ice stationed at this point. If the House were in you 
ooked like a Member of Parliament, they would stop the traffic, so 
that you might pass unhurt and unsplashed across the road. In 


recess yesen must needs make your way across as well as you can, and 
so pass through Palace Yard, deserted by all save a remnant of the 
flock of pigeons, who sadly walk round and round the stony pavement 
wondering where are the oats of yesteryear ? 

Passing under a low massive archway, you enter a quiet courtyard, 
at which, 5S this chill December day, ie sun coldly stares. F 

ou is the 8 er’s house, the door bearing in old Engl 

etters a medivval | cauastion callers not to ring 
answer is ee ou boldly ring, and displaying your —h. .%- 
are ushered a long room with deeply embrasured win 
looking forth of on tthe stately Thames, with the rm i ~~ re of St. 
Thomas’s Hospital in the middle distance, 
stand is comparatively modern, but a thrill passes 
ce rewanee Sense as you —- that it = wat ite < 
the Palace abi y your ancient Sovereigns from y 
Saxon times till Heyry tHe Erenru moved up the street to White- 
hall. Here Epwarp THe Conrgssor entertained the Norman cousin 


who was to succeed him, and here he died on the 14th of Jan 
1066. Wr.14M Rvrvs built the Hall, Srepmen erected the Chapel, | birth 

to which finishing touches were given by Epwarp tHe Turrp. 
| em THE Fixst was born and Epwarp tHe Fovurrs died almost 





pilin conte stat of the, wicks, veloet tnntelnows cn which you 
jaem, on Gass it thoughts 2a Se yess Seating 
estminster p= whic yon e KIN 
Wagaeee ateas ovaee Gy te Se eaee Ww Tn dy 
stood in the ded on both cheeks, and lost his left ear. 
Here the Duke of oom A lord Caren, and Henry Rica, Earl 
of Holland, were beheaded byt Gs Cromwelli not far from 
here stood the Painted Chamber the High bourt of Justice sat 
for the trial of CHARLzs rae Fraser, and where CromwELt and 
Hewry Mantis, signing the King’s death-warrant, incidentally 
inked each o' 8 faces. 
snes Wore sven ofiey things were going to think of in 
connection with the historic pile, when the door is suddenly flung 
open, and an attendant, entering and standing just inside 
towards you in wig and 


"Gefore, the Sraaxen 


the his back to the wall, roars at the top of his voioe— 


*“* Mr. Speaker!’ 

Then you perceive your host advancing 
gown, the train of the latter upborne = 

some a five years of AT om 

marches the Sergeant- Arms, with the Mace on his shoulder. You 
are about to rance and greet your host, when the person in the 
doorway, w off, Btres once more his strident voice, bellows forth— 

* Hats 

You are 


growing little bewild when Ra Exskive drops | 
s | the Mace wi heavy thud on the Chi eit by Oo eines 
with its wealth of Lowestoft China, its choice bits of Majolica 
oujand Séyres. The Speaker lightly pirouetting, withdraws his skirt 
pr] ap et motioning you to a seat somewhat 
of | abrupt! vom think} tells ae be aan te 
The Right) Hi Hon. AnTHuR WELLESLEY was born the younger son 
of a Ropert Pest, second baronet, the a a mm = oy and 
ts the all-round statesman who recently contested 
—— at sal ide Entering the 
ih predest to politival life ntering 
1865, he was speedily 
yy ln Board, and so 


for 
ip of 
al natural stages, to 

















“900 Ot PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[Decemezr 21, 1889, 








the Chair he, in this Twelfth Parlia- 
ment of Qurew Vicrorta, fills with 
dignity and grace. 

‘And now, Mr. Spraxer,” you 
say, taking out your note-book—a 
choice volume bound in satin of dull 
gold, with red-edged leaves and 
ge clasps, the gift of a 


gratified gentleman in the fancy 
stationery line whom you recently 
interviewed—*‘it is very rarely one 
gets the opportunity of a really quiet 
talk with you. If you permit it, I 


ask you a few questions. Which 
Member of the House do you like 
most, and which is your particular 
abomination?’ Do you prefer Sir 
Witt Harcourt when he is on | 
the humorous tack, or when he! - 
addresses himself seriously to busi- | 
ness’ How do you regard the pro- | 
bable permanent effects upon the) 
moral conduct of the House of the | 
little asides of Mr. W. H. Surrn? | 
What is your private opinion of | 
Josera Grits Brogan? Do you 
think Mr. Gosewen a_ graceful | 
speaker’ Which of the Clerks at} 
the table do you like best? Do pe 
take fuller delight in the way Mr 
Erskine retires from the table when ' 


will utilise the present occasion, 





FORE!” 
he has removed the Mace from the table, or do you prefer the 


jauntier style of Mr. Goseer?’ Do you mean to retire, and if so, 
when? What title will you take when you go to the House of 
Lords? Do you ever steal forty winks whilst Lord Grorce 
Hamriron is expounding his policy at the Admiralty’ What do 
you take to eat and drink w you retire for the customary ten 
minutes in a night's debate? Do you really only get a chop, or 
do you bring in stale buns and nibble them behind your th - 
corne red hat id Do you——”’ 

‘** Order! order!” 

Looking up, you observe that the Srraxer is on his feet, the 
Sergeant-at Arms, bowing three times, advances towards the table, 
removes the Mace, shoulders it, and marches forth. The Speaker 
abruptly turning from his chair stalks out at the other door, and you 
find yourself somewhat suddenly alone. Your reverie is broken in 
upon by another outburst from the strident voice, which calls at the 
open door, 

** Who goes home ?” 

No names are mentioned, but you arrive at the conclusion that this 
remark is probably thrown at you, and accordingly you withdraw, 
and as you pace Palace Yard, disturbing the groups of meditative 
yigeons, you ponder upon the strange ways and customs in the 
Pousehold of tke Gomaie. 








ROBERT ON PRESENT TIMES. 


We're a living in rayther rum times we are, wen the soles of 


| the grinning workman is almost a kicking the eels of the Hi and 





Mity, as some great Filoso- 
her once said was a coming 
or to pass. 

As a instance in pint: we 
has all the men—striking at 
their Masters, and a settling 
how long they will work, and 
) WX how much they will kindly 
\awe SS take ; and now we’re told as 

hs 


\ we ain't to have no coles all 
~) Wy 






this winter, and no gas light 
at nites, unless the Stokers 
> gits all as they wants! 

Well, this is ~s 
startling to a respectabel an 
contented Hed Waiter, as 
hasn’t no idear of striking, 
‘coz why ? ’coz he ain’t quite 
; such a fool as to quarrel with 
his bred and butter and setterer in hopes of gitting it just a little bit 
thicker and a little bit butteryer, but with a chance of losing the lot. 

But now cums the werry rammyest part of the hole matter. Jest 
at the werry time as] shood think as the werry hiest of our publick 
gennelmen wood have been a showing by their xtra con- 
duct how werry much they was shocked at the conduct of the low 








TWO PHASES OF GOLF. 





“"HIND |!” 


horders, I finds em a condesending to do sitch things as was never 
done in the werry ticest times as ewen I remembers! 
The xampels is so numerus that I scarse know where to begin, but 
I will commense with the hiest as a thurrow staggerer. 

Let anyboddy try his werry to hunderstand the shock to my 
conserwative feelins when I abslutely seed with my own estonished 
eyes, the Rite Honnerabel the Lorn Mane leave his chair at a 
public dinner, and sit hisself down toa Pianny forty and sing and 
play a rayther lowish song about a Miss Peocy on a humpbacked 
Kar. I never seed a Kar myself, but Brown, who is partly a Irish- 
man, as he’s been wunce to Glassko, says it’s the same as a nansum 
cab. So I makes out wun werse of his Lordship’s song to run 
summut as follows : 

“ 1'd rayther be in a nansum cab 
With Prcor by my side, 
Than in my hone smart coach and four 
With my Lady for my Bride !!” 
What my Lapy Maress thinks of them sentimens it isn’t for a 
pore Hed Waiter to say, but nothink can prewent me a thinking, 
and wat I thinks I wisely keeps to myself. 

Then see what follers. Why I seulally hears a stately Alderman, 
who was wunce a stately Lord Mare, a starting off the wulger old 
chorus, ‘‘ For he’s a Jolly Good Feller!” and this too as the 
Lor» Mare’s reward for his singin! And so hinfeckshus is bad 
xampel, that, at that werry same dinner, ewen a Crimminel Jud 
made 2 little jokes! and was werry properly well larfed at for his 
panes ! 

Time passes on for about a week, and then, at a rayther big 
dinner, a werry r bel tho’ jewvenile Common Councilman 
finishes a w loud speech by asking all the grinning compny 
the follering strikirg question, and in poetry too: 
** Where is the man with sole so dead 
Who never to hisself has sed, 
What a Fool I’ve been?” 

And insted of simperthising with the poor conshence stricken 
Gennelman, they all larfs and tiie out, Here! Here! 

I passes over the sad els of Aldermen in Penny Omnebusses, 
and Deputys in Penny Botes, and content myself with hobserving 
in sorrow, and in conclusion, that if our great leaders will not set 
the peeple better xampels of dign my | and self respec, we shall sum 
on us live to see the day when mere Strike rs will be ring 
as Lord Mares, and Stokers as Aldermen, and praps ewen Blacklegs 
as Hed Waiters! Rosert. 














A Strong Entertainment. 


Samson and Sanpow were pretty strong men, 

But at the Empire, ’twixt eight and ten, 

They are burlesque’d till with laughter you'll ery, 
** O Brothers Gurrriras, how ’s that for high ?”’ 





A®Myruicat Persow: Exrw Pasna.— Why this fuss about a man 
who does not exist? There’s no M in “‘ Pasha.” 
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pollinaris 


“THE QUBREN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


$$$ 


The filling at the A ‘pollinaris Spring (Rhentsh Prussia) amounted to 
11,894,000 Bottles In 1887, 
12,720,000 ; » 1888, and 
15, »822, OOO _ - » 1889. 

















upply from the Mis p Lene Rent, 


eiontins @ very large sas £ ia cost. The LANCET says: “ This is « full- 


bodied & generous wine of the Burgundy 
class. In flavour as well as composition 
it compares —. with the well- 
known wines of France.’ 


| tine Foie a ee ARCHITECTS, ENGH ENGINEERS, i able Red 
30s. oo. 


FRY’S PURE famieS 
CONCENTRATED COCOA 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'$ STEEL PENS. 


Rembers Vis re i 

















Of Exquisite Bouquet 
' SOLUBLE eran OY 
“Tl consider it s very rich, delicious Cocos.”—W. H. B. STANLEY, M.D. TAIN Baifontaia 
CORK |ze=, ee 
| 9 
DISTILLERIES 60.’S 
OLD IRISH 


bottling capacity 
RICHD. MATHEWS & CO., 


Recessitating ex- 
To mS of principal Spirit Dealers, - Lg lee ’ 
| to olesale merchants in casks and ~~ 
| cone DISTILLERIES COMPANY, — rp., ad pune 
| 
24 and 2%, MAKE St., KLOOMSBURY, WC MORRISON'S ISLAND, CORE. | Special Discounts for 12, 24, 
48 dozens, or in Wood. 


tensive alterations. 
iate of Albany 5t., N. W. | and 4 
} VINTAGE 1984. Agents appointed on application, 
Mr. Cuas. Esroovuar, F.LC., ¥.C.8., 


certifies —"* The bouquet and flavour show 
it to be a Natural Wine of superior 
quality, with keeping properties.’’ 
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UNITED KINCDOM 
TEA COMPANY'S TEAS] 


*\OTHING LIKE THEM ANYWHERE! 


f 
Pa,f 


ma 


1/3, 1/6, 1/9, and 2/- a Ib. 
ppli me ae at tig 


OFF CEs, “2h, * MINCING LANE, “Lonoon | 


OLD HIGHLAND: 
WHISKY. 


Per doz. Pergall. 
‘ce 7 years, Very Fine, 488. 22s. 
» 10 ,, Extra Fine, 603. 28s. 
» 15 ,, For Invalids, 72s, 34s. 

| ,, 25 ,, Finest Liqueur, 120s. 


MOREL BROS., COBBETT & SON 


(LIMITED), 
210 & 211, PICCADILLY; 
18 & 19, PALL MALL; 
143, REGENT ST. 
Whisky Bonaed d Stores, Inverness, N.B. 


| LUGGAGE. PASSENGER, &c. 
LIF TS For HOTELS, MANSIONS, & 
Vv | DINNER and INVALID LIFTS. 


CLARK, BUNNETT &CO., Lim. 


RATHBONE PLACE, W. 


N HAIR 
GOLDEN AUREOLINE 


PERFECTLY HARMLESS. 
Sold by Perfumers ana Chemists throughout 
the World. 
Agents: R BOVENDEN & SONS. Lornom. 


= W 


26s. the Gall. 
60s. the Dozen. 
Cash only. 

















Agents for India :—Curien, Patura, & Co. 
A single bottle, as a sample, will be sent px at free | 
to any address on receipt of P.O. for 4s. 4d. | 














GOLD MEDAL, PARIS EXHIBITION, i878. | 


KINAHAN’ S «rue caran 


PU ay MILD. AND LL ou TRISH 


WHISKIES. 
prnici hy AND 
WHISKY. | 


THE PRIZE MEDAL, DUBLIN EXHIBITION, 1965. 


2,GREAT TITCHFIELD STREET, LONDON, W : 
“WELCOME ALWAYS, KEEP IT HANDY, vo | THE be ta od 


GRANT'S MORELLA CHERRY BRANDY.” | intypductions. ia tae Worl. Price 0, 


Ma cape, tata 
Of all Dealers. Beware of Imitations. enve! editor, @, Lamb's Conduit 
Manufactured by btreet, Listes, we 
T. GRANT & SON4, MAIDSTON &. 


‘Try THE “PLANET ” PENS, 
J. EXSHAW & GOS ‘Try THE “PLANET” PENS. upg 


oLD J. —' Seaqsounne, 
T. Ww. pF —i—yt 28, Regent ‘Street, W. a yHNKON "pnt " as whe *, . SIR NINGHAR. 
“EXCELLENT—of Great Value.”—Lancet, June 15, 1889. 
CONCENTRATED Gold Medals, 1884, 1886. 








FRERES’ =: 


FIRST QUALITY 


Paris—E. Acann a8, Rue St 
New York—Foveorns & Co., North Wiliie mn Atreet. 


NUBIAN 


No brushes required. Ap 
ay - with sponge attached to 
. Gives « brilliant 
potteh. to patenticather, 4! 
Shoes, Harness, and Leathe 
ovticion, whieh lasts a week in all we sateen. 
Mud can be washed off, end polish remains 
Soto Eveatwaras. 


WHOLESOME. 



































INVICORATING 


‘ ya, 
| OALTS 
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PEI "ER F.HEERING'S 


PENHACEN 


} GOLD MEDAL 
CHERRY BRANDY 


rAt 





PEPTONIZED © wi niiscanm 
Siasa'et. COCOA ano MILK 


Tins, ls. Gd. and 2s. 6d. each, obtainable 


SAVORY & MOORE, LONDON. 























PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVASL—Decemagr 21, 1889, _ 


AN UNPACIFIC YARN. 


FRPP LLBPBIBLBLLOLELLLLELELDLLLLOP? 


HE Bishop Q., of Wangaloo, in Unpacific Seas, 
A Service fair, conducted there, in dignity and ease ; 


Though white within, and free from sin, it was a faét that he 
Unto the eye, externally, was black as black could be. 








The Bishop Q., of Wangaloo, beloved was of all, 

The Unpacific residents, his people great and small, 

They often said, “A Bishop bred, and born of native stock 
Is fitter than another. man to guide a native flock.” 








But Oh! Alas! a dreadful pass he came to on thg day 

That Bishop Brown, of Monkeytown, a visit canst to pay; 
Whose features fair, and silver hair, their fancy quickly gain’d, . 
Whose tuneful voice, and learning choice, affection soon obtained. 


The natives all, both great and small, admitted with a groan, 
That Bishop Brown, of Monkeytown, was better than their own; ( 
That though they knew that Bishop Q. was pure and free from guile, 
He must arrange to make a change, and leave his native isle. 





Then Bishop Q., of Wangaloo, his visage wet with tears, 
Repair'd to Brown, of Monkeytown, to intimate his fears 
That base and rude ingratitude, and unbecoming slight, 

Would bleach with care, his agéd hair, because he wasn’t white. 


Said Bishop Brown, of Monkeytown, “ Although a grievous case, 
I’ guarantee. if you'll agree, to change your nigger face, 

>, ‘That you'll obtain their love again, so buoy yourself with hope, 
And I'll give youa cake ortwoof PEARS’ Transparent Soap. 


Then Bishop Q., of Wangaloo (his present safe to hand), 

With visage bright, and spirits light, as any in the land, 

And grateful heart, did now depart upon his homeward path, 

And arm’d with hope, and PEARS’ Soap, repair'd unto his bath. 
*K * * #K x *K *K x 

x *K * * * K *K 
With bow polite, complexion white, and hands of lily ‘hue, 
And noble mien, he did convene that Unpacific crew : | 
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PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 
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That sable flock of native stock, who, frighten’d and amaz'd, 
For pardon to the Bishop Q. their supplications raised. | 


And thus with hope, and PEARS’ Soap, and bath and water plain, 
The love of all, both g; zat and small, the Bishop did regain. 
And now without a care or doubt, his features wreath'd in smiles, 


Lives Bishop Q., of Wangaloo, in Unpacific Isles. 
MORAL. ° 


That cleanliness and godliness go ever hand in hand ; 

From maxims sage, of greatest age, we're led to understand. 
The former clasp within your grasp (and for the latter hope), , 
By getting through a cake or two of PEARS’ Transparent Soap. 





And when you've tried, you will decide, without a single doubt, 
That such a sweet and fragrant treat you'll never be’ without : 
That all around will ne'er be found a maker that can 


In purity and quality with PEARS’ Transparent Soap. 
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